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at Hinaidi, as I did not realize that the visibility was
going to be so bad. I thought at times I could faintly
see the Baghdad-Fellujah road, though it may well have
been a trick of my imagination.

I was beginning to get seriously worried that the
lights of Baghdad did not appear, and to think of edging
a bit north, so that in any case I should strike the Tigris.
The time of waiting when one's nerves are tense always
seems far longer than it is, and by and by a faint twin
glow suffused the dark gloom. Was it? For a little
time I wondered if my imagination was playing tricks
again. Yes, it must be. And the faint glow on the
left was Baghdad, and the wider spread one was Hinaidi,
7 miles beyond. Then, from about 5 miles off, Baghdad
came out of the haze. And soon the black floor was
studded with twinkling gems, and we passed over the
river and saw the yellow flares on the aerodrome like
cressets of coal. I fired a green light as I came over
and saw my call sign and "O.K." winked out by the
Despatch Officer at the flares. I flew in over the road
to Lancashire Bridge,1 glided down, saw the orange-lit
ground rise up, flattened out, thought I was too high,
and to my surprise subsided gently and made a nearly
perfect landing, which was not bad at the end of just
over nine hours' flying.

After I had checked the Mail in the Orderly Room
it was found that a small letter that I had been given
at Ziza was nowhere to be found. I had to go back
and search the aeroplane, and eventually found it in
one of the racks ^bove the windows between two enamel
plates.

1 A bridge over the Diyak just where it flows into the Tigris,